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When ance life's day draws near the gloamin5
Then fareweel vacant careless roamin;
An' fareweel chearfu' tankards foamins

An' social noise;

An' fareweel dear, deluding woman,
The joy of joys!

O Life! how pleasant in thy morning.
Young Fancy's rays the hills adorning !

Cold-pausing Caution's lesson scorning^

We frisk away,
Like school-boys, at th' expected warning.

To joy and play.

We wander there, we wander here3
We eye the rose upon the brier.
Unmindful that the thorn is near.

Among the leaves;
And tho' the puny wound appear,

Short while it grieves.

Some, lucky, find a flow'ry spot.

For which they never toil'd nor swat3
They drink the sweet and eat the fat,
But care or pain;
And? haplys eye the barren hut

With high disdain*
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